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Next beg I to present my duty
To pregnant sister In prime beauty,
Whom well I deem, ere few months elder,
Will take out Hans from pretty kelder ;
And to the sweetly fair Mabella,                          25

A match that vies with Arabella;
In each respect but the misfortune,
Fortune, Fate, I thee importune.

Nor must I pass the lovely Alice,
Whose health I 'd quaff in golden chalice;            30

But since that fate hath made me neuter,
I only can in beaker pewter.
But who Jd forget, or yet left unsung,
The doughty acts of George the young son,
Who yesterday, to save his sister,                         35

Had slain the snake, had he not miss'd her?
But I shall leave him till a nag on
He gets to prosecute the dragon ;
And then with help of sun and taper,
Fill with his deeds twelve reams of paper,             40

That Amadis, Sir Guy and Topaz
With his fleet neigher shall keep no pace.

But now to close all I must switch hard,

Servant ever,

Lovelace Richard.

SONNET

TO GENERAL GORING, AFTER THE PACIFICATION AT BERWICK

A la Chabot

Now the peace is made at the foe's rate,
Whilst men of arms to kettles their old helms translate,
And drink in casks of honourable plate:

In ev'ry hand a cup be found,

That from all hearts a health may sound                   5

To Goring! to Goring! see Jt go round.

He whose glories shine so brave and high,
That captive they in triumph lead each ear and eye,
Qaiming uncombated the victory,